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"if  man  has  become  the  master  of  the  fundamental  principles  of  his 
person  and  has  learned  to  think  and  to  work  in  an  independent  manner,  he 

will  surely  go  his  own  way . "  This  was  said  by  Albert  Einstein  whose 

name  we  all  associate  with  the  great  leaps  made  in  science  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  this  century. 

His  name  also  inevitably  brings  forth  the  word  "Relativity"  and,  al¬ 
though  he  used  his  own  precise  mathematical  language  to  state  it,  we  can 
understand  the  concept  in  our  own  terms.  Each  of  us  wishes  to  "go  our 
way".  This  is  a  fundamental  drive  of  a  thinking  being.  However,  as  a 
thoughtful  person,  one  also  has  to  fit  oneself  into  a  larger  pattern, 
RELATIVE  to  our  surroimdings  and  those  with  whom  we  live. 

A  school  yearbook  is  a  window  into  the  activities  of  the  thinking  beings 
and  thoughtful  persons  who  inhabit  The  Study  during  the  year.  In  the 
varieties  of  endeavours,  the  multitudes  of  postures,  the  samplings  of 
creativity,  the  tales  of  activities,  the  TRILLIUM  is  a  record  of  a  year's 
progress  in  the  pursuit  of  true  education. 

We  can  hope  that  it  shows  that  The  Study  tries  to  follow  Einstein's 
dictum  "School  must  always  aim  at  having  the  young  person  leave  it  as  a 
harmonious  personality  rather  than  a  specialist.  " 
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LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Mrs.  Onyszchuk,  Mrs.  Barrie,  Mrs.  Singh, 
Mrs.  Ratcliffe.  ABSENT:  Mrs .  Ronsley,  Miss  Foster. 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Mrs.  Packer,  Mrs.  Gauthier,  Mrs.  Scott, 
Mrs.  Cooke.  ’ 


There  is  no  artificial  line  between  teaching  and  learning.  A  teacher,  of 
course,  should  know  more  than  his  pupil.  But  to  teach  is  to  learn.  " 

Pablo  Casals 


STANDING:  Mme.  Glorieux,  Mme.  Kebedgy,  Mme.  Looten. 
SITTING:  Mrs.  Compton,  Mme.  Robichaud.  ABSENT:  Mme. 
Perera,  Mme.  Charnoubi. 


Miss  Tedeschi,  Mrs.  Wright,  Mrs.  McCallum,  Mrs.  Lennard, 
Mrs.  Vivian. 


We  came 

to  learn  the  notes 

and  tunes  of  communication. 

This  we  did, 
and  now 
we  are  leaving, 
singing 

our  own  songs. 
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SUSAN  GRAY 


Head  Girl 

"You  cannot  be  all  things  to  all  men;  therefore  be  yourself.” 

Without  Mrs.  Gray  we  would  never  see  our  Head  Girl  at  school.  Susan 
likes  to  sleep  in  on  weekdays  and  with  her  mother  as  an  alarm  clock 
she  manages  to  stumble  in  to  the  classroom  at  8:39  a.m.  Susan  is 
one  of  our  star  athletes,  but  also  holds  the  record  in  Math  class  for 
the  most  groans  and  grimaces.  On  weekends  Susan  fills  the  slopes 
of  Mont  Tremblant  with  laughter.  Her  enthusiasm  and  optimism 
together  with  "Come  on  you  guys,  you're  not  listening!  "  have 
managed  to  keep  the  school  running  smoothly.  Congratulations  Sue! 


Susan  Gray 


VICKY  GREGORY 
Sub- Head  Girl 

“There's  no  time  to  lose,”  I  heard  her  say. 

Cash  your  dreams  before  they  slip  aicay. 

Dying  all  the  time;  lose  your  dreams  and  you  will  lose  your 
mind. 

Jagger  and  Richard 

"The  blush  is  beautifid  but  very  inconvenient.” 

Latin  Scholars  beware,  Vicky  wRl  be  on  the  loose  next  year!  Not 
only  is  Vicky  an  excellent  Latin  student,  but  she  manages  to  maintain 
an  average  in  the  90's  in  all  subjects.  She's  also  a  valuable 
basketball  player  and  an  essential  on  the  badminton  and  tennis  teams. 
Every'  day  Vicky  goes  home  and  practices  the  guitar.  Be  it  Beethoven 
or  Bowie,  music  is  one  of  her  favourites.  Once  a  week,  she  brealts 
from  the  humdrum  life  to  express  her  true  inner  feelings  at  the 
Museum  of  Fine  Arts.  Her  high  standards  have  led  Vicky  to  the 
position  of  Sub-Head  of  the  school,  a  job  that  she  has  earned  and 
carried  out  well. 


Vicky  Gregory 


BRENDA  BARTLETT 


Brenda  Bartlett 


“Love  is  the  key  we  must  turn 
Truth  is  the  flame  we  must  burn 
Freedom  the  lesson  we  must  learn.” 

Lesley  Duncan 

Brenda  has  brightened  The  Study  since  last  year.  She  is  Games 
Captain  and  a  valuable  asset  to  the  basketball  team.  When  Brenda  is 
not  laughing  in  the  back  of  the  classroom,  she  may  be  found  madly 
trying  to  discover  whether  or  not  she  has  completed  all  her  homework. 
We  wish  her  good  luck  next  year,  --  even  though  she  hardly  needs  it. 


JEANNIE  BAXTER 

“Make  every  day  count. 

Do  what  you  really  want  to  do.” 

Jeannie  strolls  calmly  into  the  classroom  every  morning  two  minutes 
before  the  bell.  During  the  day  she  can  usually  be  found  writing 
French  essays  in  one  of  her  numerous  studies,  having  uncontrollable  fits 
of  hiccups  or  lying  semi-conscious  on  the  basketball  court.  For  long 
weekends  and  holidays  she  quickly  disappears  to  her  cottage  in  Muskoka 
where  she  is  often  left  in  charge  of  her  nieces  and  nephews. 


Jeannie  Baxter 


“May  the  roads  rise  leith  you 

And  the  icind  be  always  at  your  back 

And  may  the  Lord  hold  you  in  the  holloic  of  his  hand. 

FRANCES  BURFOOT,  our  resident  American  patriot,  walks  in  smiling 
Monday  morning  and  lectures  us  all  for  looking  so  gloomy.  After  all, 
it's  only  five  days  until  the  weekend.  Her  most  common  pastimes  are 
going  to  the  "farm",  pulling  her  hair  to  try  and  make  it  longer,  and 
complaining  how  fat  she  is  -  it's  awful  to  have  a  24"  waist!  Frances 
plans  to  pursue  a  career  in  nursing  (not  to  mention  the  occasional 
intern).  She'll  make  an  A-1  nurse  as  she  is  already  very  adept  with 
Band-Aids. 

“Some  people  coiver  and  wince  and  shrink. 

Owing  to  fear  of  what  people  think. 

There  is  one  answer  to  worries  like  these: 

People  may  think  what  the  devil  they  please.” 

Grook,  by  Piet  Heim 

klARlAN  CAMERON  arrived  on  the  doorstep  of  The  Study  at  the  young 
age  of  thirteen.  Since  then  she  has  contributed  immensely  to  class 
spirit.  She  may  be  found  at  any  time  asking  what  was  for  homework, 
reciting  verse  from  Monty  Python,  or  merely  practicing  her  expres¬ 
sion  "It  kills  me"  to  perfect  it.  When  asked  how  she  enjoyed  her 
four  years  at  The  Study  she  answers  unhesitatingly —  "Never  mind, 
eh?" 

“I  wish  I  had  a  river 
/  could  skate  away  on.” 

J.  Mitchell 

What  would  the  altos  do  without  SANDRA  DeJONG?  How  would  the 
yearbook  ever  be  completed  without  her  hard  work?  How  could  we 
endure  Math  class  if  it  were  not  interrupted  by  the  question,  "Sandra, 
where  are  your  glasses?"  Well-nourished  by  music  and  the  theatre  as 
well  as  Nanny's  lunches,  Sandra  keeps  up  a  whirlwind  pace.  When 
she  is  not  running  off  somewhere,  she  may  be  found  exchanging  pro¬ 
found  thoughts  with  Vicky  on  the  corner  of  Roslyn  Avenue  and 
Westmount. 


Frances  Burfoot 


Marian  Cameron 


Sandra  DeJong 


Jennifer  Everson 


“If  you  don’t  succeed  the  first  time,  QUIT!” 

JENNIFER  EVERSON,  our  "Westmount  doll",  has  been  at  The  Study  a 
long  time.  This  time  has  not  been  wasted,  for  Jennifer  is  one  of  the 
better-organized  and  hard-working  Sixthformers.  As  grad  editor  of  the 
TRILLIUM  her  cries  of  "Pleeez  bring  in  your  grad  write-ups"  are  fre¬ 
quently  heard.  Jennifer's  long  sexy  legs  are  the  envy  of  her  classmates. 
Perhaps  her  activity  on  the  basketball,  tennis  and  badminton  courts 
has  something  to  do  with  it. 

“My  people  come  to  welcome  me 

And  speed  me  on  my  way  where’er  I  go. 

So  even  on  long  country  roads 
No  loneliness  I  know.” 

Emperor  Meyi 

SARAH  FROST  is  a  former  Traf  toughie.  Here  at  The  Study  she  has 
shown  her  enthusiasm  through  various  activities  and  has  not  proved 
averse  to  after-hours  partying.  One  of  the  busiest  babysitters  in  the 
school,  she  also  finds  time  for  music,  skiing  in  Vermont,  and  Selly 
boys.  She  is  noted  for  her  lively  personality  and  good  humour,  and 
plans  to  go  into  education. 


“Success  is  getting  what  you  want. 

Happiness  is  wanting  what  you  get.” 

SUSIE  HYDE  jogs  up  Clarke  every  morning  and  arrives  in  good  spirits 
seconds  before  the  bell.  She  has  perfected  the  art  of  a  high  average 
with  a  minimal  amount  of  studying.  She  uses  the  time  saved  from  not 
labouring  over  books  to  get  a  game  of  tennis,  basketball,  volleyball, 

badminton,  squash . Whatever  the  sport,  she  is  sure  to  win.  Whether 

Susie  becomes  a  tennis  champion  at  Winbledon,  or  Murray  Park's  court 
attendant,  we  will  all  claim  we  knew  her. 


Sarah  Frost 


Susan  Hyde 


Margaret  MacCallum 


Julia  Markham 


“Sleep  not,  dream  not;  this  bright  day 
Will  not,  cannot  last  for  aye.” 

E.  Bronte 

MARGARET  MacCALLUM  is  one  of  the  brighter  members  of  the  class. 
This  fact  is  at  once  a  blessing  and  a  drawback:  it  is  nice  to  get  good 
marks,  but  there  are  always  people  wanting  her  to  explain  something. 
Margaret  endures  these  questions  with  great  equanimity;  but  if  you 
hear  a  shriek  that  sounds  like  that  of  an  enraged  animal,  BEWARE! 
Margaret  is  not  to  be  approached.  The  whole  class  of  '76  wishes  her 
well  and  thanks  her  for  her  tutoring. 

“‘Work  expands  so  as  to  fill  the  time  available  for  its  com¬ 
pletion.” 

Parkinson's  Law 

JULIA  MARKHAM  is  a  girl  with  many  specialities.  An  expert  at  low 
ankle  jobs  and  other  complicated  Karate  moves,  she  can  flatten  the 
toughest  opponent  before  one  can  scream  for  help.  She  is  the  presi¬ 
dent  of  The  Study  Society  to  Exterminate  Monty  Python  (SSEMP). 
Julia's  own  unique  humour  contributes  to  her  amazing  personality, 
and  we  know  it  will  aid  in  her  success  in  years  to  come. 


“There  are  some  things  that  are  impossible  to  know'  but  it  is  im¬ 
possible  to  know  these  things.” 

For  eleven  years,  through  rain,  sleet,  snow,  and  also  sunshine, 
BARBARA  OLWER  has  journeyed  over  the  bridge  into  Montreal  to 
school.  As  this  is  not  enough  travelling,  Barbara  often  surprises  us 
(and  herself)  by  leaving  school  for  a  few  weeks  to  go  sightseeing 
around  the  world.  In  school,  Barbara's  laughter  rings  out  anytime  - 
sometimes  when  a  teacher  is  trying  to  explain  a  new  concept.  To 
make  sure  that  no  one  else  understands  the  teacher's  words,  Barbara 
often  turns  around  to  look  at  the  other  blank  faces.  Best  of  luck  in 
the  future.  Barb! 


Barbara  Oliver 


Susan  Porter 


Lisa  Price 


Celia  Rhea 


“fFe  are  the  music-makers. 

And  we  are  the  dreamers  of  dreams... 

Yet  we  are  the  movers  and  shakers 
Of  the  world  forever  it  seems.” 

A.W.E.  O'Shaughnessy 

SUSAN  PORTER  i£  noted  for  her  sense  of  humour  and  lively  enthusiasm. 
She  enjoys  music  and  talking  about  memories  of  Lac  Marois,  as  well 
as  her  adventures  at  S,  H.  S.  parties  and  dances.  During  her  two  years 
at  The  Study,  Susan  has  been  busy  with  various  committees  and 
house  activities.  She  would  like  to  pursue  a  career  in  medical 
science. 


“It  is  only  with  the  heart  that  one  can  see  rightly;  What  is  essen¬ 
tial  is  invisible  to  the  eye.” 

Antoine  de  St.  Exiipery 

LISA  PRICE  is  known  for  her  smile — inevitably  proceeded  by  that 
giggle.  Flashbacks  to  better  days  come  with  a  word,  like  George  (as 
in  Chez  and  Tequila  lip)  Wayne,  the  silver  B-man,  G.H. ,  L&M,  a 
big  little  cousin,  or  Tarzan's  fold-out  and  bone-crushing  at  Wltistler, 
Trintignant's  secret  or  how  to  keep  your  friends  from  climbing  in  the 
back  window.  But  of  course,  who  can  forget  the  chicken  that  just 
won't  quit?  Take  care--and  don't  lose  that  rose  between  your  teeth, 
brrk  brrk  brrk  bareeeeeeeeeeeeeee 

“Hear  my  words  that  I  might  teach  you 
Take  my  hands  that  I  might  reach  you.” 

P.  Simon 

CELLA  RHEA,  an  eleven  year  veteran  of  The  Study,  seems  to  prefer 
tennis  to  books.  She  summers  in  Vermont  at  tennis  camp  running 
around  her  backhands  and  slicing  her  serve.  Celia's  future  lies  in 
criminal  law  (hopefully  not  as  tlie  criminal).  Can  you  imagine  Celia 
as  an  unemotional  red -headed  legal  eagle  perched  in  a  courtroom  eye¬ 
ing  her  blond  and  handsome  male  colleagues?  Whatever,  we  wish  her 
good  luck  and  Celia,  please  don't  cut  your  hair. 


'''The  only  limit  to  our  realization  of  tomorrow  will  be  our 
doubts  of  today.” 

Franklin  Delano  Roosevelt 

At  quarter  to  eight,  the  sound  of  JANE  ROPER's  unique  Oxfords  can  be 
heard  ringing  through  the  halls.  In  her  twelve  years  at  The  Study,  she 
has  never  been  late.  Whether  she  is  rolling  pennies  or  urging  us  to 
give  up  our  last  dimes  to  collection,  she  manages  to  remain  sane. 
Although  busy  as  treasurer  Jane  always  has  time  to  explain  Math, 
French,  Biology...  We  wish  her  the  best  of  luck  wherever  she  goes. 

“/  think  I  could  turn  and  live  with  animals;  they  are  so  placid 
and  self-contained.” 

Walt  Whitman 

Every  weekend,  JOAN  SABLER  goes  off  riding  and  every  Monday 
morning  we  hear  all  the  latest  camp  gossip  as  Joan  brings  us  up  to  date 
on  her  wild  adventures.  In  class,  her  giggles  are  not  always  welcomed 
by  the  teachers,  but  they  definitely  contribute  to  the  class  excitement. 
Joan's  love  of  animals  has  directed  her  future- --a  career  in  veteri¬ 
nary  medicine.  Best  of  luck! 

JO -ANNE  VELIN 

“My  arms,  they  wave  high  in  the  air. 

My  hands,  they  flutter  behind  my  back; 

they  wave  above  my  head  like  the  wings  of  a  bird 
Let  me  move  my  face,  let  me  dance,  let 

me  shrug  my  shoulders,  let  me  shake  my  body- 
Let  me  fold  my  arms,  let  me  crouch  down. 

Let  me  fold  my  hands  under  my  chin.” 

Inuit 


Joan  Sabler 


Jo-Anne  Velin 


Catherine  Welch 


“Music  and  rythm  find  their  way  into  the  secret  places  of  the 
soul,” 

Plato 

Since  CATHERINE  WELCH  made  her  debut  here  four  years  ago  she  has 
acquired  a  reputation  for  periods  of  silence  disrupted  by  frantic 
outbursts  of  hilarious  laughter.  She  has  an  uncanny  knack  for  detecting 
unknown  rock  groups.  Her  imaginative  mind  never  fails  to  invent  new 
and  exciting  ways  to  "walk  silly"  and  whistle  simultaneously. 

Catherine  will  probably  be  a  professional — Wliat  profession  I  hate  to 
suggest,  but  assuredly  it  will  be  Catherine  through  and  through. 

SANDY  WICKHAM 

“...Love  is  what  we  came  here  for 
No  one  could  offer  you  more 
Do  you  know  what  I  mean? 

Have  your  eyes  really  seen?...” 

Lesley  Duncan 


Crashing  Sandy's 
In  the  winter  of  '75- 
Iced  tea  in  one  hand, 

Tari  in  the  other 

Mud  on  the  tracks  at  the  last  house  on  the  left. 

Ah,  better  days... Just  spare  her  a  little. 

Keep  in  touch. 

“I  pity  those  poor  children  icith  no  sunshine  in  their  eyes.” 

David  Cousins 

GILLIAN  WRIGHT  is  known  for  her  unusual  hairstyles  and  her  amazing 
enthusiasm  in  sports.  As  we  see  the  ball  being  thrown  in  her  direction, 
her  eyes  close  and  her  long  distance  run  begins — towards  Eric’s 
leather  "labyrinth".  Revelation.... 


Sandy  Wickham 


Gillian  Wright 


Come 

it  is  time  for  you  to  depart 
We  are  going  on  a  long  journey. 

Chippewa  | 
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BACK  ROW:  Carolyn  Everson,  Virginia  Rolph,  Jackie  Newcomb,  Diane  Beardmore,  Sarah  Dingle,  Debbie  Hall,  Carol  MacDonald,  Donna  McGraw, 
Karma  Price.  MIDDLE  ROIV:  Elizabeth  Smallridge,  Jenny  Albu,  Nadya  Rambally,  Pamela  Carter,  Janet  Lindsay,  Stephanie  Isaacs,  Elizabeth  Wall. 
FRONT  ROW:  Karen  Emmett,  Diana  Laffoley,  Lisa  McRobert,  Robin  Rapoport,  Diana  Stevenson,  Carissa  Layman,  Willa  Black.  ABSENT:  Eva 
V  a\T:uska. 


Secondary  IV 

MEDICAL  REPORT /STATE  OF  AFFAIRS 
Name;  Secondary  lA^ 

Address;  3233  The  Boulevard,  Apt.  #10 

Description;  Hair  colour  -  3  blonde,  1  auburn,  3  black,  17  brunette 
Eyes  -  17  brown,  20  blue,  11  green 
Height  -  4'10"--5'10'' 

Weight  -  2,  760  lbs. 

Cause  of  illness;  Subjection  to  school,  homework,  Monday  morning, 

Tuesday  morning,  Wednesday.  .  . 

Symptoms;  Hanging  flags,  illegal  bartering,  overcome  at  times  with 
the  need  to  change  radically  anything  in  their  path, 
inflammation  of  neck  causing  collar  buttons  to  pop  open 
Treatment;  Studies,  gym,  break,  larger  collars,  and  25  cc's  tolerance 
Time  of  Release;  June,  1977  -  only  if  normal  standard  of  recover}'-  is 

maintained. 


\Mlm 

BACK  ROW:  Ann  Paterson,  Melissa  Phillips,  Sarah  Ivory,  Susan  Norsworthy,  Dawn  Alexander,  Cynthia  McCall,  Elspeth  Paterson,  Felicia  Norris. 
MIDDLE  ROW;  Rosemary  Whitehead,  Jenny  Pepall,  Caro  Creighton,  Vicky  Stikeman,  Linda  Hale,  Martha  Shore.  FRONT  ROW:  Wendy  Coughlan, 
Jocelynn  Friedman,  Margot  Walls,  Hilda  Hollis,  Willa  Farrell,  Alicia  Hugesson,  Emily  Blundell,  Mary-Anne  Kavanagh,  Tara  Stoker,  Cynthia  Rhea. 


Secondary  III 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE.  .  . 

Dawn  -  without  her  Girl  Guide  hat? 
Emily  -  with  fat  legs? 

Vi'endy  -  with  her  socks  pulled  up? 

Caro  -  without  her  Vaseline? 

Villa  -  being  loud? 

Jocelynn  -  being  called  her  right  name? 
Linda  -  without  a  pen  in  her  mouth? 
Hilda  -  swearing? 

Alicia  -  weighing  over  99.  9  pounds? 
Sarah  -  being  teacher's  pet? 

Mary-Anne  -  failing  a  French  test? 


Cynthia  -  with  both  feet  under  her  desk? 
Felicia  -  being  centre  shot? 

Susan  -  without  stockings? 

Ann  -  without  her  tie  at  half  mast? 

Elspeth  -  being  lethargic  ? 

Jennifer  -  having  her  sash  on? 

Melissa  -  getting  to  school  before  sunrise? 
Cynthia  -  calm  before  a  test? 

Martha  -  without  a  brush? 

Vicky  -  without  her  mother's  tunic? 

Tara  -  without  her  CC  "Haire  Doooo"? 
Margot  -  able  to  see  through  her  bangs? 
Rosemary  -  being  below  the  clouds? 

Mrs.  Wright  -  doing  her  own  exercises? 


I 


BACK  ROW:  Diana  Gregory,  Gigi  Kippen,  Claudia  Rudge,  Sally  Bishop,  Susie  Barwick,  Nora  McKim,  Wendy  Davis,  Martha  Scott,  Nina  Wall. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Diana  Bourke,  Claire  Watson,  Michelle  Roden,  Alison  Shore,  Robin  Laffoley,  Jane  Smallridge,  Gillian  Newcomb.  FRONT 
ROW:  Mrs.  Gauthier,  Susan  Hood,  Jennifer  Mather,  Stephanie  Nadler,  Jocelyn  Delong,  Tey  Cottingham,  Cathy  Whittall,  Sally  Speirs,  Hilary 
Bedford . 


Secondary  II 


Mrs.  G.  -  good  things  come  in  small  packages 
Tey  -  --"with  a  little  help  from  her  friends” 

Diane  B.  -  a  small  hand  waving  in  the  back 

Susan  -  her  behaviour  is  beyond  reproach 

Gigi  -  a  tall  imposing  figure  in  black  tights 

Nora  -  her  comical  attitude  enlightens  our  class 

Michelle  -  can't  sit  through  the  day  quietly 

Claudia  -  doesn't  believe  in  dictionaries 

Martha  -  has  something  in  common  with  Mrs.  Scott 

Alison  -  when  she  stands  up  her  socks  sit  down 

Jane  -  you  never  know  what  she'll  do  next 

Claire  -  DO  blondes  have  more  fun? 


Jocelyn  -  simply  unique 
Susie  -  "Diana,  HELP!  "  ■ 

Hilary  -  "I'm  lost.  "  ■ 

Diana  G.  -  sweet  and  sincere  | 

Cathy  -  "I'm  confused.  "  I 

Stephanie  -  Miss  Doodle  Art  76 
Gillie  -  "My  idol,  Barry  White.  " 

Sally  S.  -  three  cheers  for  Speirs 
Sally  B.  -  her  mouth  is  sacky-macky 
Robin  -  "But  Mom  only  has  the  M.G.  " 
Jennifer  -  a  quiet  student?  FALSE! 


BACK  ROW:  Jennifer  McRobert,  Jennifer  Hall  ward,  Janet  McDonald,  Evelyn  Cheesbrough,  Annabel  Hallward,  Jane  Whitt  all,  Claudia  Each, 
Heather  Avrith,  Bethany  Harper,  Kathy  Goddard .  MIDDLE  ROW:  Susan  Oliver,  Tina  Otto,  Dominique  Panet  Raymond,  Kate  Dalglish,  Sara 
Price,  Cynthia  Caron,  Carol  Turner.  FRONT  ROW:  Betsy  Harper,  Carlotta  Stoker,  W ilia  Stevenson,  Caroline  Palmer,  Elizabeth  Ballantyne, 
Tricia  Howard,  Linda  Rudberg. 


Secondary  I 


Willa  jumps  on  her  nose, 

Kathy  wears  black  panty  hose. 

Janet's  hair  is  very  curly, 

Annabel  comes  to  school  too  early. 

Lyzy  doodles  all  the  day. 

And  Heather  likes  to  have  her  way. 
Palmer's  hair  is  long  and  straight. 

And  Jenny's  knee  affects  her  gait. 
Dominique  has  an  ear-to-ear  smile. 

And  Bethany  does  homework  all  the  while. 
Sue  is  just  a  wonderful  friend, 

Trish  is  always  ready  to  defend. 


Claudia  reads  a  book  a  day. 

And  Cindy's  nice  in  every  way. 
Carlotta's  a  beauty  in  disguise. 

And  in  German  Betsy  really  tries. 

Sara's  hair  is  always  clean. 

Jane's  short  tunic  is  obscene. 

Carol's  shelf  is  extra  neat. 

And  Kate  is  always  really  sweet. 

Linda's  quiet  when  teachers  are  near. 
And  doctoring's  Tina's  future  career. 
Evey  and  French  history  really  don't  go. 
And  Jen  is  happy  when  there's  snow. 


Steve  Ennson  Mic  Roberts 


BACK  ROW:  Emma  Hancock,  Venetia  Eisenhower,  Gabrielle  Korn,  Claire  O'Brien,  Andrea  Nucci,  Linda  Mackenzie,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Alexander 
Elliott,  Caroline  Gillespie,  Cynthia  Everts.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Caroline  Ross,  Martha  Dingle,  Mitzi  Bockmann,  Erin  O'Brien,  Sarah  Russell,  Amanda 
Travers,  Linda  Davis.  FRONT  ROW:  Pamela  Gregory,  Michelle  Blundell,  Cynthia  Lanlt,  Erica  Nadler,  Anna  Asimakopoles,  Melanie  Barwick, 
Caroline  Rhea. 


Grade  Six 


Our  class  is  neat,  but  not  always  sweet. 

And  on  the  whole  we're  quite  hard  to  beat. 

Here  are  some  tales  of  some  kooky  females: 

Gaby  and  Cynth  are  tall  and  thin. 

Emma  and  Sarah  never  sin. 

Venetia  and  Michelle  are  cute  and  minute. 

And  Linda  M.  on  skis  is  a  beaut. 

Cin,  Mert  and  C  inny  are  new  to  the  group. 

Carry  and  Andy  are  full  of  giggles. 

Linda  D.  and  Erica  are  full  of  wiggles. 

Carol  and  Alex  are  the  girls  with  the  curls. 
Caroline  and  A manda  are  dramatic  girls. 

In  our  class  there  are  two  O'Briens, 

One  is  Claire  and  the  other  is  Erin. 

Mel  and  Mitzi  take  music  together. 

And  Anna' s  new  house  keeps  her  out  of  the  weather. 
Pam's  the  third  Gregory  that's  been  in  grade  six. 
So  Mrs.  Ronsley  knows  all  of  our  tricks. 


BACK  ROW:  Caroline  Price,  Jennifer  May,  Anne  H allward,  Jillian  Baker,  Cathy  Blundell,  Borra  Garson,  Madeline  Mulholland,  Virginia  Zariff, 
Joy  Kalinowicz,  MIDDLE  ROW:  Sarah  Beech,  Sara  Dennis,  Alison  Dorr,  Amanda  Gaston,  Mary  Riddell,  Michelle  Smith,  Gillian  Welsford,  Jill 
McCuaig.  FRONT  ROW:  Valerie  Otto,  Atti  Guttman,  Celia  Dawson,  Jill  Tetrault,  Nicola  Grant. 


Grade  Five 


Alison  D.  loves  food. 

Gill  likes  math  when  in  the  mood. 
Sarah  B.  loves  gym. 

Borra  G.  loves  to  swim. 

Valerie  O.  loves  to  bug  you. 

And  A.T.G.  loves  to  argue. 
Carry  P.  loves  to  ski. 

Mary  R.  loves  TV. 

Virginia  Z.  speaks  Greek. 
Amanda  G.  is  quite  meek. 

Jenny  is  the  horsey  one. 

Elise  C.  wins  at  badminton. 


Cathy  B.  loves  to  ride. 

And  Sara's  sled  loves  to  slide. 

Celia  loves  her  animal  friends. 

While  Madeleine  loves  to  skate  without  end. 
Jill  T.  is  a  science  buff. 

Anne  H.  can  never  read  enough. 

Nick  travels  to  the  world's  end. 

And  every  cat  is  Jill  M.  's  friend. 
Michelle's  parties  are  lots  of  fun. 

Joy's  dog,  Duke,  can  really  run. 

Unlike  Carry,  Jill  skis  on  water. 

We  brilliant  fives  with  heads  of  mortar. 


BACK  ROW:  Elizabeth  Waterston,  Wendy  Harper,  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Cynthia  Bushell,  Ines  da  Cunha.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Mary  Scott,  Alexandra 
Gillespie,  Sarah  Allan,  Thalia  Grant,  Cynthia  Ross,  Kirstie  Creighton.  FRONT  ROW:  Andrea  Zeliger,  Hope  Fraser,  Pola  Nowaczynski,  Deborah 
Le  Moine,  Cynthia  Carrique.  ABSENT:  Rebecca  Carpenter,  Rebecca  Dupont,  Deborah  Gouveia. 


Grade  Four 
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Kirstie  Creighton  always  acts  cool. 
Ines  da  Cunha  is  good  in  school. 

C.  C.  is  a  little  bit  small. 

Pola  likes  to  play  with  her  doll. 
Elizabeth's  writing  is  always  neat. 
Mary  has  such  giant  feet. 

Cynthia  Ross  pulls  Jennifer's  sash. 
By  the  time  she  finishes 
She'll  be  hash. 

Wendy  Harper  loves  to  do  art. 
Alexandra  Gillespie  has  a  heart. 
Debbie  LeMoine  is  good  in  gym. 


Rebecca  Carpenter  loves  to  swim. 


Hopy  Fraser  has  messy  writing. 

Sarah  Allen  has  a  habit  of  biting. 
Melodie  Schweitzer  has  long  hair. 
Thalia  Grant  has  nothing  to  compare. 
C3mthia  Bushell  looks  good  in  glasses. 
Andrea  Zeliger  is  good  in  classes. 
Debbie  Gouveia  has  a  twin  brother. 
Helen  Cawler  loves  her  mother. 
Rebecca  Dupont  is  the  last  one 
So  we  called  on  Mrs.  Lennard 
To  see  if  she  could  come. 

by  those  little  devils  of  grade  four. 
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BACK  ROW:  Erika  Fisher,  Susan  Gundy,  Caro  Sambrook,  Bl)T:h  Taylor,  Caroline  Otto,  Fiona  Wright,  Michelle  McConnell,  Natalie  Letch,  Courtney 
Church,  Anouk  Looten.  FRONT  ROW  SEATED:  Francesca  Travers,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Julie  Bushell,  Diana  Walls,  Sioblian  Finley.  FRONT 
ROW  STANDING:  Sarah  Mulholland,  Mary  H allward,  Jane  Else nhauer,  Jill  Bockmann,  Nancy  Welsford. 


Grade  Three 


At  school  ive  made  a  collage  of  dreams  and  everybody's  picture  was 
on  it  with  their  dream.  Another  day  Air.  Sambrook  came  to  show  us  some 
coloured  slides  about  how  wine  is  made  and  where  it  is  made.  For  the 
Bazaar  we  made  date  squares  and  we  all  licked  some  of  the  batter,  espe¬ 
cially  Caroline  Otto.  At  math  one  day  we  were  doing  fractions  and  Airs. 
Johnston  had  brought  in  a  blueberry  pie,  so  we  cut  it  into  fractions  and  ate 
it.  One  day  some  ladies  came  and  showed  us  'West  Coast  Indian  things. 
One  day  Airs.  Johnston  said  she  had  hidden  something  in  the  magic  box 
(which  is  a  small  box),  and  we  had  to  write  down  what  we  thought  it  was. 

It  was  a  petal.  One  day  in  science  we  made  wall  hangings  with  leaves  and 
petals  and  hung  them  on  the  school  wall.  Another  day  in  science  we  made 
oases  (which  means  water  holes).  Airs.  Singh  came  to  talk  to  us  about 
India.  We  decided  to  do  our  plav  on  India,  and  with  a  bit  of  practice  we 
did! 


STANDING:  Julia  Asimakopulos,  Sharon  Saleh,  Nicola  Spencer,  Rachel  De  Salis,  Zoe  Creighton,  Sandy  McCall,  Michele  Cohen,  Simone  Stedry. 
SEATED:  Leslie  Kaufman,  Tanya  Michael,  Gillian  Riley,  Belinda  Laubi,  Leith  Blachford. 


Grade  Two 


We  have  been  measuring  different 
things  lately.  It  is  lots  of  fun.  Our 
gingerbread  house  that  we  baked  for 
the  Bazaar  was  decorated  with  candies. 
While  enjoying  studying  Mexico  we 
made  pottery  and  eye  of  Gods.  At 
Christmas  time  we  made  macrame 
plant  holders  for  our  mothers. 

Weren't  we  great  in  our  plays? 


STANDING:  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Caroline  Mulholland,  Stephanie  Nobbs,  Nicky  Harrison,  Jonet  Webster,  Bettina  Dennina, 
Sadek,  Alicki  Guthrie.  SEATED:  Rheatha  Hardy,  Annabelle  Hallows,  Roben  Stikeman,  Christine  McConnell. 
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Chella  Tingley,  Tina  ! 


Grade  One 


We  liked  the  Bazaar 
best  of  all  and  making 
our  gingerbread  house 
for  it.  We  had  fun 
doing  the  Christmas 
play.  The  macrame  for 
our  mothers  was  very 
good.  Arithmetic  is  our 
favourite  work  and  also 
gym  and  music.  We 
like  our  school  vmry 
much  and  we  have  a  lot 
of  friends  in  our  class. 


i 


BACK  ROW:  Margaret  Bentley,  RezaDibadj,  Cynthia  Kazandjian.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Lisa  Valiant,  Kate  Fraser,  Lynn  Bushell,  Katherine  Little, 
Alexandra  Yaphe,  Martha  McCall,  Kimberley  Lerch.  FRONT  ROW:  Jennifer  Brockhouse,  Louise  Blundell. 


Kindergarten 

We  like  Lisa's  pretty  paintings. 

Catherine  does  a  good  job  cleaning  our  doll's  house. 

Louise  brings  in  lovely  toys  for  "show  and  tell". 

We  liked  Reza  as  the  wizard  in  our  Hallowe'en  play. 

Jennifer  likes  to  read  a  lot. 

Kim  wears  pretty  rings  on  her  fingers. 

Kate  tells  us  very  funny  jokes. 

We  thought  that  Ali  looked  beautiful  in  her  Spanish  costume  in  our 
Christmas  play. 

Lynn  and  Martha  enjoy  playing  house. 

Martha  brings  us  exciting  books  to  read,  and  records  to  listen  to. 
Cynthia  liked  making  her  Christmas  present. 

Arabella  likes  to  jump  rope. 

We  like  Mrs.  Scott  popping  in  to  see  us. 
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BACK  ROW:  Catherine  Welch,  Jeannie  Baxter,  Margaret  MacCallum,  Susan  Gray,  Vicky  Gregory,  Joan  Sabler.  FRONT  ROW:  Sandra  DeJong, 
Barbara  Oliver. 


Prefects’  Council 


In  the  Prefects'  Council  meetings,  the  elected  representatives  of  each  class  offer  suggestions  for 
and  complaints  against  the  school.  This  year,  the  council  paid  for  new  team  uniforms  by  having  four 
weekly  bake  sales  and  free-dress  days.  The  Sixth  Form  acquired  new  flashy  green  sweaters  so  that 
they  could  be  easily  and  quickly  recognized  by  the  rest  of  the  school.  On  the  last  day  of  school  before 
the  Christmas  holidays,  the  Sixth  Form  had  a  party  for  the  whole  school.  We  had  a  delicious  buffet 
lunch  in  the  gym.  The  Prefects'  Council  also  discussed  having  an  inter-house  Reach  for  the  Top  quiz, 
more  points  for  piano-playing,  more  buns  at  break,  more  field-trips,  more  wooden  hangers  for  the 
locker-room,  more  money,  more  free-dress  days,  more  time  for  lunch  in  the  winter  term,  more 
severity  concerning  rules  and  regulations--in  fact,  the  Prefects'  Council  discussed  getting  more  of 
everything.  .  .  except  homework. 

Some  of  these  ideas  were  realized  and  others  were  vetoed.  We  tried  to  please  as  many  of  you  as 
possible  all  the  time.  Thank-you  for  all  your  co-operation,  suggestions  and  complaints.  You  helped 
to  make  the  school  run  smoothly  (with  only  the  odd  bump). 
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Editorial  Committee 


Editor-in-Chief:  Sandra  DeJong 

Grads  Editors:  Jennifer  Everson,  Margaret  MacCallum 

Students  Editors:  Julia  Markham,  Barbara  Oliver,  Frances  Burfoot 

Activities  Editors:  Susan  Porter,  Sarah  Frost 

Sports  Editors:  Brenda  Bartlett,  Susie  Hyde 

Literary  Editor:  Vicky  Gregory 

Art  Editors:  Jo-Anne  Velin,  Lisa  Price 

Photographers:  Joan  Sabler,  Susan  Gray,  Celia  Rhea,  Virginia  Rolph 
Treasurers:  Jane  Roper,  Jeannie  Baxter 
Proof-Readers:  Gillian  Wright,  Sandra  Wickham 
Marian  Cameron,  Cathy  Welch 
Staff  Advisor:  Mrs.  Onyszchuk 


BACK  ROW:  Jo-Anne  Velin,  Jeannie  Baxter,  Margaret  MacCallum,  Frances  Burfoot,  Sarah  Frost.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Catherine  Welch,  Celia  Rhea, 
Vicky  Gregory,  Julia  Markham,  Jane  Roper,  Sandra  DeJong.  Susan  Porter,  Brenda  Bartlett,  Jennifer  Everson,  Sandy  Wickham,  Gillian  Wright  Susie 
Hyde,  Susan  Gray.  FRONT  ROW,  KNEELING:  Marian  Cameron,  Joan  Sabler,  Barbara  Oliver.  ABSENT:  Virginia  Rolph. 
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BACK  ROW:  Vicky  Gregory,  Brenda  Bartlett,  Sub-Head;  Joan  Sabler,  Head;  Barbara  Oliver,  Games  Captain;  Celia  Rhea,  Jo-Anne  Velin.  FIFTH 
ROW;  Lisa  McRobert,  Elizabeth  Wall,  Susan  Norsworthy,  Willa  Black,  Karma  Price,  Carole  MacDonald,  Diana  Gregory.  Rosemary  Whitehead. 
FOURTH  ROW:  Gigi  Kippen,  Martha  Shore,  Melissa  Philips,  Cynthia  Rhea,  Felicia  Norris,  Jocelynn  Friedman,  Hilda  Hollis.  THIRD  ROW:  Sarah 
Russell,  Nina  Wall,  Susan  Hood,  Annabel  Hallward,  Jennifer  McRobert,  Jenny  Hallward,  Caroline  Rhea,  Susan  Oliver,  Tey  Cottingham.  SECOND 
ROW:  Emma  Hancock,  Dominique  Panet-Raymond,  Caroline  Gillespie,  Celia  Dawson,  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Jill  Baker,  Alexandra  Gillespie.  Linda 
Mackenzie,  Ati  Guttman,  Pamela  Gregory.  FRONT  ROW:  Rebecca  Carpenter,  Cynthia  Carrique,  Jennifer  May,  Anne  Hallward,  Mary  Riddell, 
Andrea  Zeliger.  ABSENT:  Alison  Shore. 


Beta  Lambda 


There  was  a  little  house 
Beta  Lambda  was  its  name 
And  it  tried  to  beat  the  others 
In  this  academic  game. 

And  we  put  them  in  the  lunchroom 
Early  every  Thursday  morning 
And  we  tried  to  calm  them  down 
But  they  would  not  heed  the  warning 
And  Joan  called  out  the  names 
Every  one  from  A  to  Z 
But  the  Lambdians  weren't  listening 
They  were  talking  instead. 

And  Melissa  had  a  rule 
And  Dominique  had  a  late 
Jen  had  a  detention 
This  must  have  been  our  fate. 

And  Celia  just  looked  at  us 
And  this  is  what  she  whined; 

"I've  got  a  dozen  excellents 
But  none  of  them  are  signed.  '' 


And  I  heard  a  little  something 

And  1  gave  a  little  shout 

There  was  a  Hallward  coming  forward 

With  excellents  pouring  out. 

There  were  excellents  by  dozens 
Yes,  I'm  quite  sure  as  can  be 
And  1  slowly  asked  how  many 
She  replied  "Four  score  and  three.  " 
And  with  all  these  many  excellents 
I  guess  you  all  can  see 
How  Beta  Lambda  will  show  up  top 
We  won't  be  number  three. 

And  while  all  this  was  happening 
I  turned  my  head  to  find 
The  Grade  Eights  were  still  yakking 
But  now  I  didn't  mind! 

Brends  ^  BcxxVd. 


BACK  ROW:  Diana  Stevenson,  Sandra  Dejong,  Frances  Burfoot,  Sub-Head;  Lisa  Price,  Head;  Susie  Hyde,  Games  Captain;  Jeannie  Baxter,  Donna 
McGraw.  FIFTH  ROW:  Marianne  Kavanagh,  Caro  Creighton,  Sarah  Ivory,  Stephanie  Isaacs,  Pamela  Carter,  Elizabeth  Smallridge,  Virginia 
Rolph.  FOURTH  ROW:  Elspeth  Paterson,  Hilary  Bedford,  Wendy  Davis,  Jane  Smallridge,  Cathy  Whittall,  Jocelyn  DeJong,  Sally  Bishop,  Ann 
Paterson.  THIRD  ROW:  Gabriel  Korn,  Willa  Stevenson,  Kathy  Goddard,  Heather  Avrith,  Jane  Whittall,  Cynthia  Eberts,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Janet 
McDonald.  SECOND  ROW:  Tricia  Heward,  Amanda  Travers,  Andrea  Nucci,  Joy  Kalinowicz,  Amanda  Gaston,  Michelle  Smith,  Linda  Davis, 
Sarah  Dennis,  Sara  Price,  FRONT  ROW:  Kirstie  Creighton,  Pola  Nowazynski,  Debbie  Gouveia,  Ines  de  Cunha.  ABSENT:  Madeline  MuihoIIand, 
Gillian  Wellsford. 

Delta  Beta 


Survey  ’76 


Population:  45 

Geographical  Location:  the  music  room 

Capitals:  Lisa  and  Frances,  Mrs.  Ronsley  and  Mme.  Looten 
Athletic  Director:  Susie 

Economy:  abundance  of  excellents  and  sports  points.  Fortunate  lack  of  detentions,  rules  etc. 

aids  rapid  development. 

Political  Regime:  dictatorship  (anarchy?) 

Law:  impossible  to  define 
Official  language:  whispering 

Common  Expressions:  "Be  quiet  you  guys!  ”  "You  have  got  to  do  your  work!" 

Common  Occupation:  working  hard 

Goals:  to  cream  neighbouring  countries  (i.  e.  KR,  MG,  BL) 

Achievements:  Yet  to  be  defined 


BACK  ROW:  Gillian  Wright,  Margaret  MacCallum,  Susan  Porter,  Sub-Head;  Jennifer  Everson,  Head;  Diane  Beardmore,  Games  Captain;  Sandy 
Wickham.  FIFTH  ROW:  Dubravka  Vukovic,  Carolyn  Everson,  Janet  Lindsay,  Carissa  Layman,  Nadya  Rambally,  Karen  Emmett.  FOURTH  ROW: 
Alicia  Hugesson,  Dawn  Alexander,  Wendy  Coughlan,  Diana  Bourke,  Stephanie  Nadler,  Michelle  Roden,  Suzie  Barwick,  Jennifer  Mather.  THIRD 
ROW:  Carol  Turner,  Linda  Rudberg,  Anna  Asimakopulos,  Melanie  Barwick,  Caroline  Ross,  Evelyn  Cheesbrough,  Elizabeth  Ballantyne,  Claudia 
Each.  SECOND  ROW:  Elise  Church,  Valerie  Otto,  Borra  Garson,  Caroline  Price,  Jill  McCuaig,  Virginia  Zarifi,  Erica  Nadler,  Cynthia  Lank, 
FRONT  ROW:  Cynthia  Bushell,  Rebecca  Dupont,  Sarah  Allan,  Hope  Fraser,  Debbie  LeMoine.  ABSENT:  Willa  Farrell,  Linda  Hale,  Claire  Watson. 


Kappa  Rho 


Kappa  Rho:  (Kap'pa  Ro),  n.  45  brilliant  students  who  congregate  in  the  library  every  Thursday 
morning  between  8:45-9:00  a.  m.  Led  by  two  patient  house  heads,  an  enthusiastic 
games  captain  and  two  supporting  house  mistresses.  Kappa  Rho  is  readily  becoming 
more  threatening  to  the  other  houses.  After  48  years  of  struggling,  who  knows  what 
the  outcome  will  be?  Although  house  meetings  do  not  always  bring  an  abundance  of 
excellents,  there  is  always  an  overflow  of  spirit! 

Good  luck  Kappa  Rhoians! 


BACK  ROW:  Susan  Gray,  Jane  Roper,  Marian  Cameron,  Sub-Head;  Sarah  Frost,  Head;  Sarah  Dingle,  Games  Captain;  Julia  Markham,  Catherine 
Welch.  FIFTH  ROW:  Jennifer  Pepall,  Debbie  Hall,  Diana  Laffoley,  Jennifer  Albu,  Jackie  Newcombe,  Robin  Rapoport,  EvaVavruska,  Tara 
Stoker.  FOURTH  ROW:  Emily  Blundell,  Gillian  Newcomb,  Sally  Spiers,  Cynthia  McCall,  Martha  Scott,  Nora  McKim,  Claudia  Rudge,  Margot 
Walls,  Vicky  Stikeman.  THIRD  ROW:  Bethany  Harper,  Alexandra  Elliott,  Cynthia  Caron,  Claire  O’Brien,  Kate  Daglish,  Carlotta  Stoker, 
Caroline  Palmer,  Betsy  Harper,  Robin  Laffoley .  SECOND  ROW:  Erin  O'Brien,  Wendy  Harper,  Alison  Dorr,  Cynthia  Ross,  Elizabeth  Waterston, 
Nicola  Grant,  Venetia  Eisenhower,  Martha  Dingle,  Michelle  Blundell,  Sarah  Beech.  FRONT  ROW:  Jill  Tetrault,  Mary  Scott,  Thalia  Grant, 
Cathy  Blundell. 


Mu  Gamma 


'Twas  the  Thursday  morning  meeting  and  all  through  the  gym,  not  a  creature  was  stirring  (ex¬ 
cept  of  course  for  the  Grade  Seven's  who  were  chattering  away).  Names  were  called  and  replies 
were  shouted  out  as  we  marked  down  the  score  of  each  Mu  Gamma-ite.  I  read  out  a  name,  and  My! 
such  a  clatter!  A  Mu  Gamma-ite  got  another  detention.  Despite  our  few  detentions  and  rules  the 
excellents  just  keep  rolling  in  from  our  exceptionally  loyal  house  members. 

From  our  fantastic  sport  record  to  our  terrific  house  spirit  and  enthusiasm.  Mu  Gamma  is  a 
house  that  no  one  can  beat. 


.J^clajolA  , 


CHINA 
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STANDING;  Diana  Laffoley,  Sarah  Dingle,  Elizabeth  Wall,  Robin  Rapoport,  Jenny  Albu,  Debbie  Hall,  Karma  Price,  Carissa  Layman,  Willa  Black, 
Pamela  Carter,  Carolyn  Everson,  Virginia  Rolph,  Diane  Beardmore.  SEATED:  Marian  Cameron,  Susan  Porter,  Sarah  Frost,  Jennifer  Everson,  Sandra 
Dejong,  Chairman;  Joan  Sabler,  Vicky  Gregory,  Celia  Rhea,  Frances  Burfoot,  Jane  Roper. 


Library  Committee 


The  Study  library  makes  up  in  quality  what 
it  lacks  in  quantity.  Nevertheless,  the  number 
of  books  has  been  increasing  over  the  years, 
and  the  Upper  School  fiction  now  spills  over  in¬ 
to  the  reference  room.  This  is  due  in  no  small 
part  to  the  never-failing  efficiency  of  Mrs. 
Vivian.  Thanks  also  go  to  the  girls  of  the 
Library  Committee- -somewhat  less  efficient, 
but  just  as  enthusiastic. 

S  CXr^CV'O- 


Treasurer's  Report 


This  year  there  was  a  slight  change  in  how  we  were  to  remind  you  all  about  collection.  There 
was  no  longer  the  familiar  "Collection  tomorrow"  scrawled  on  every  blackboard.  Instead,  we  re¬ 
minded  you  by  going  to  every  classroom  and  telling  you  ourselves.  As  a  result,  the  collections  were 
quite  successful,  especially  those  for  Centraide  and  Guatemala.  The  bowls  were  just  brimming  over 
with  contributions.  The  rest  of  the  collections  went  to  support  our  two  foster-children--Lee  Myung 
Sook  who  lives  in  Korea  and  Anna  Maria  Corinti  who  lives  in  Italy. 

In  the  spring  there  was  another  change.  Instead  of  having  a  Penny  Drive  we  had  a  Coin  Drive  in 
which  pennies,  dimes,  nickles  and  quarters  were  accepted. 

We  would  like  to  thank  all  of  you,  teachers  and  students,  for  being  so  helpful  this  year.  We 
hope  you  will  be  just  as  generous  for  next  year's  "collectors". 


Music  and  Drama 


This  year's  music  program  was,  as  usual,  a 
great  success.  The  Christmas  concert  was  im¬ 
pressive  from  the  various  renditions  performed 
by  the  younger  grades  to  the  accomplished  Study 
choir.  Many  thanks  go  to  Mrs.  McCallum  for  her 
leadership,  dedication  and  hard  work. 

The  upper  grades  were  privileged  in  having  a 
visit  from  three  members  of  the  MSO.  The  un¬ 
usual  trio  of  guitar,  French  horn,  and  violin 
proved  to  be  both  educational  and  enjoyable  to  all. 
More  concerts  are  in  store  for  the  younger  grades. 

Much  appreciation  and  thanks  go  to  the 
Friday  morning  piano  players:  Hilary  Bedford, 
Frances  Burfoot,  Sandra  DeJong,  Sarah  Frost, 
Susan  Porter,  Nadya  Rambally,  Martha  Scott,  and 
Elizabeth  Wall. 

The  drama  at  the  school  this  year  centered 
around  Christmas  time.  On  the  last  day  of  school 
before  the  holidays,  the  Lower  School  performed 
their  Christmas  plays  which  were  great  fun  for 
the  rest  of  the  school.  The  Drama  Club,  under 
the  direction  of  Mrs.  Allan,  performed  the 
musical  The  Wizard  of  Oz.  In  the  title  roles  were 
Kate  Daglish  as  Dorothy,  Willa  Black  as  the 
scarecrow,  Sally  Bishop  as  the  lion,  and  Jennifer 
McRobert  as  the  tin  man.  The  other  perform¬ 
ances  were  also  well  done,  and  the  play  was  en¬ 
joyed  by  all.  Thanks  to  Mrs.  McCallum  who  pro¬ 
vided  the  musical  accompaniment.  Also  on 
December  18,  several  French  plays  were  put  on 
with  the  help  of  Mme.  Robichaud.  These  were 
equally  delightful. 


Ski  Trip 
to 

Smugglers’ 

Notch 


As  part  of  the  Lower  Canada  College  Carnival,  the  Study  girls  of  the  senior  school  along  with 
the  older  students  of  E.  C.  S.  were  invited  to  take  part  in  a  ski  trip  to  Smugglers'  Notch.  The  night 
before  there  had  been  a  dance  at  L.  C.C.  and,  as  a  result,  the  ride  on  the  buses  (which  left  at  7:15) 
was  rather  uneventful  (above  left).  However,  everyone  revived  when  the  ski-hill  was  reached,  and 
the  rest  of  the  day  was  spent  skiing,  both  downhill  and  cross-country.  The  buses  returned  to 
L.  C.C.  at  around  6:00  with  everyone  safe  and  sound.  Many  thanks  to  the  chaperones,  Mrs.  Packer, 
Mr.  Hamilton  and  Mrs.  Ratcliffe  and  to  L.  C.  C.  . 


Dance  and  Movement 


Every  Wednesday  afternoon  at  around  3:15, 
various  members  of  Grade  Six  and  Secondary  1 
may  be  seen  making  their  way  up  to  the  Lower 
School.  In  the  basement  of  this  building  they  put 
on  their  leotards  (which  they  unfortunately  did  not 
have  with  them  the  day  these  pictures  were  taken) 
and  work  very  hard  to  get  their  bodies  in  better 
shape.  On  December  18,  the  dance  and  move¬ 
ment  class  performed  an  old  French-Canadian  folk 
dance  for  the  rest  of  the  school. 

Thanks  and  congratulations  to  their  teacher, 
Mrs.  McSween. 


Quebec  1775 


Vendredi  le  3  octobre,  les  eleves  de 
Secondaire  IV  et  nous  sommes  allees  a  Quebec. 
Quand  nous  sommes  arrivees,  nous  avons  vu 
des  gens  habilles  en  costumes  du  dix-huitieme 
siecle.  Ce  jour-1^,  nous  avons  visite  un  mus^e 
et  les  edifices  du  Parlement.  Le  soir,  nous 
avons  dm6  au  restaurant  "Le  Fiacre”  et  apres  le 
dtner  nous  avons  vu  un  film.  Le  lendemain, 
quelques  filles  se  sont  habillees  en  costumes  du 
dix-huitieme  siecle.  Apres  avoir  mange  au 
Chateau  Frontenac,  nous  avons  vu  la  reconstitution 
de  la  bataille  de  1775  entre  les  Americains  et  les 
Canadiens  sur  les  plaines  d'Abraham.  Apres  la 
bataille,  quelques  filles  ont  participe  au  defil^ 
qui  avait  lieu  dans  les  rues  de  Quebec.  La  visite 
a  Quebec  a  et^  une  experience  merveilleuse  pour 
tout  le  monde.  Merci  a  Mme.  Robichaud,  a 
Mme.  Looten,  a  Mme.  Kebedgy,  a  Mrs.  Scott,  a 
Mme.  Perera  et  a  Mme.  Glorieux. 


October  16.  .  .  The 
Study  .Annual  Bazaar.  .  . 
raffles,  baking,  books, 
fishpond,  tea  room, 

handi-  crafts 

white  elephant, 

penny  candy,  Hallowe’en 
booth,  French  booth.  .  . 
healthfoods,  contests, 
movie.  .  .  spook  house 
BOO.  .  .Knowledge  test, 
toffee  apples,  popcorn, 
clean-up  crew,  charity- - 
La  Garderie  Villeneuve 
which  takes  care 

of  imi-  grant  chil¬ 
dren  in  Montreal.  .  . 

The  Bazaar  was  a  great 
success,  and  the  children 
got  by  "with  a  little 
help  from  their  friends.  " 

.  .  .  Thank-you! . 


azaar  1975 


Tennis  Team 


BACK  ROW:  Karma  Price,  Margot  Walls.  Lisa  Price.  FRONT  ROW:  Elspeth  Paterson,  Susie  Hyde,  Captain;  Ann  Paterson. 


The  inter-school  tennis  tournament  this 
year  was  of  a  different  format.  Instead  of 
entering  two  senior  doubles  teams,  the  parti¬ 
cipating  schools  entered  with  a  senior  doubles 
team,  and  a  senior  singles  team,  a  junior 
doubles  team,  and  a  junior  singles  team.  The 
tournament  was  held  at  Trafalgar  on  two 
beautiful  sunny  October  days.  We  had  a  very 
strong  team  and  were  able  to  defeat  E.C.S. 
and  Trafalgar  and  win  the  cup.  Representing 
The  Study  were:  Susie  Hyde,  Senior  Singles; 
Lisa  and  Karma  Price,  Senior  Doubles; 
Margot  Walls,  Junior  Singles;  and  Elspeth  and 
Ann  Paterson,  Junior  Doubles. 


THE  STUDY 

AT  E.C.S. 

AT  TRAP 

„  .  Doubles 

lost 

lost 

Senior  Singles 

won 

won 

Doubles 

won 

won 

Junior  Singles 

won 

lost 

Senior  Basketball  Team 


BACK  ROW:  Carissa  Layman,  Manager;  Jackie  Newcomb,  Margaret  MacCallum,  Sarah  Dingle,  Sandra  Dejong,  Gillian  Wright,  Manager. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Barbara  Oliver,  Susan  Gray,  Brenda  Bartlett,  Captain;  Susie  Hyde,  Lisa  Price.  FRONT  ROW:  Vicky  Gregory,  Jennifer  Everson, 
Lisa  McRobert,  Diane  Beardmore. 


SCOREBOARD 


The  Study  at  Trafalgar 

16 

:18 

E.C.S.  at  The  Study 

40 

:36 

St.  George's  at  The  Study 

22 

:59 

The  Study  at  E.C.S. 

30 

:22 

Trafalgar  at  The  Study 

53 

:40 

The  Study  at  St.  George's 

59 

:13 

This  year,  due  to  a  new  rule  which  pro¬ 
longed  the  games,  Mrs.  Wright  found  herself 
having  to  coach  in  two  places  at  the  same  time. 
The  result  was  Mr.  Walter  Makowski.  Mr. 
Makowski  coached  the  senior  team  while  Mrs. 
Wright  concentrated  on  shaping  the  junior  team. 
The  teams  which  formed  the  senior  league 
among  the  private  schools  were  just  as  closely 
matched  as  in  previous  years.  With  great 
effort  and  team  work.  The  Study's  senior 
basketball  team  placed  third,  close  behind 
E.C.S.  who  placed  second  and  Trafalgar  who 
placed  first.  Special  thanks  to  Mr.  Makowski 
and  the  mothers  and  students  who  were  our 
regular  supporters. 


Junior  Basketball  Team 


Mrs.  Wright's  junior  basketball  team 
quickly  took  shape  and  provided  stiff  compet¬ 
ition  for  the  other  two  teams  in  the  league, 
E.C.S.  and  Trafalgar.  St.  George's  did  not 
participate  in  league  games  but  did  provide 
exhibition  competition.  The  basketball  games 
proved  to  be  just  as  tense  and  exciting  as  the 
scores  suggest.  Thanks  to  Mrs.  Wright,  our 
loyal  supporters  and  the  hard  work  of  the  team, 
the  juniors  tied  for  first  place  with  Trafalgar, 
and  E.C.S.  followed  close  behind  in  second 
place. 


SCOREBOARD 


The  Study  at  Trafalgar  23:22 

E.C.S.  at  The  Study  30:47 

The  Study  at  E.C.S.  31:23 

Trafalgar  at  The  Study  40:18 


BACK  ROW;  Hilary  Bedford,  Mary-Anne  Kavanagh,  Hilda  Hollis,  Gillian  Wright,  Manager:  Jenny  Pepall,  Tara  Stoker,  Willa  Farrell.  MIDDLE 
ROW:  Elspeth  Paterson,  Cynthia  McCall,  Caro  Creighton,  Captain;  Gillian  Newcomb,  Alicia  Hugessen,  FRONT  ROW:  Martha  Scott,  Diana 
Bourke. 


f4  ?i|j 


Senior  Volleyball  Team 


BACK  ROW:  Lisa  Price,  Margaret  MacCallum,  Sandy  Wickham.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Susie  Ifyde,  Brenda 
Bartlett,  Captain;  Sarah  Dingle.  FRONT  ROW:  Jeannie  Baxter,  Donna  McGraw. 


This  year,  two  of  the  four  schools  which  make  up  the  inter-school 
volleyball  league  joined  the  G.M.I.A.A.  league.  This  left  The  Study 
without  any  competition.  As  a  result,  both  junior  and  senior  volley¬ 
ball  teams  occupied  themselves  with  exhibition  games.  We're  hoping 
that  next  year's  teams  will  be  able  to  compete  in  league  action  once 
again. 


Junior  Volleyball  Team 

Along  with  exhibition  competition,  the  junior  team  was  also  privileged  to 
participate  in  a  volleyball  match  followed  by  a  basketball  game  with  Bishop's 
College  School.  The  team  from  Bishop's  traveled  from  Lennoxville  to  take 
part  in  the  two  exciting  matches.  The  victories  were  split  evenly  as  Bishop's 
won  the  basketball  game  and  The  Study  won  the  volleyball  match.  We  hope 
to  be  able  to  repeat  this  experience  in  future  years  as  a  good  time  was  had 
by  everyone. 


BACK  ROW:  Jennifer  Mather,  Margot  Walls,  Tara  Stoker,  Dubravka  Vukovie.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Alicia  Hugessen, 
Gigi  Kippen,  Captain;  Caro  Creighton.  FRONT  ROW:  Cynthia  McCall,  Elspeth  Paterson. 


Pamela  Carter,  Secondary  IV 


WHY  THE  RHINOCEROS  AIN'T  VERY  NEAT 


The  rhino  has  a  funny  face 
And  he  takes  up  a  lot  of  space. 

He  goes  a-swimming  in  the  flood, 
And  rolls  himself  in  slushy  mud. 

He  squishes  and  squishes  the  mud 

in  his  feet 

And  that's  why  a  rhino  ain't  very 

neat. 

Ines  Da  Cunha,  Grade  Four 


Sarah  Dennis,  Grade  Five 
2-Dimensional  Art  Competition 
First  Prize  -  tied.  Junior  Division 


SUNFLOWER  DREAM 

Sunflower  Sunflower 
I  dreamt  I  was  a  sunflower 
standing  in  the  sun 
standing  in  the  shade 
smiling  at  the  children 
laughing  in  the  breeze 

Water  me.  Water  me 
Till  I  grow 

High  up  in  the  sky 
as  strong  as  the  wind 
as  pretty  as  you 
my  Heart  is  made  of  Petals 
my  fingers  are  stems 
frost  is  coming 
snow  will  fall 
so  I  must  go. 

Sioban  Finley 
Grade  Three 


Vicky  Gregory,  Secondary  V 
2-Dimensional  Art  Competition 
Second  Prize  -  Senior  Division 


The  Lost  Self 


Grey,  Grey  was  the  only  way  to  describe  the  day.  God  must  have  told  the  angels  to  paint  the 
earth  in  a  tone  study  of  black,  white  and  grey.  Thick,  black  clouds  pressed  down  on  the  grey,  rain- 
splattered  concrete  and  glass  towers  of  the  city.  Transparent  raindrops  tinted  grey  by  the  sky  slid 
down  through  the  dense,  dull  air  and  sent  ripples  racing  along  the  pavement. 

Horrid  discords  of  notes  resounded  through  the  grey  streets  as  the  water  drummed  the  dented 
metallic  grey  garbage  cans,  A  drenched  tabby  cat,  whose  wilted  ears  and  watery  spikes  of  fur  had 
caused  him  to  lose  some  of  his  usual  dignity,  slunk  under  a  porch. 

I  walked  along  the  street  which  was  empty.  I  was  alone  and  lost.  Lonely  grey  days  always 
depress  me  and  I  wonder  what  the  purpose  of  life  is,  if  there  is  any.  I  never  find  the  answer  in  the 
rain;  I  remain  lost.  The  rain  glued  my  old  ragged  clothes  to  my  skin.  Each  tear  and  stain  on  the 
cloth  told  a  story  of  one  of  the  adventures  which  I  had  experienced  during  my  hundreds  of  miles  of 
journeying. 

The  world  was  a  black  and  white  photograph  today  and  I  was  part  of  it.  Even  my  mind  was  grey. 

I  wondered  whether  the  moon  had  flowers  and  rainbows  on  it  or  if  it  was  always  black  and  white.  I 
would  not  want  to  live  there  if  it  was  always  grey. 

It  is  not  grey  anymore  though.  It  is  night  and  black.  The  clouds  have  completely  rained  away 
and  the  air  is  thin  and  clear.  Lying  on  my  back,  I  can  see  distant  white  fires  burning.  A  shooting 
star  races  across  the  black  screen,  fiercely  burning,  and  then  plunges  into  the  dark  depths  of  space. 
Stars  always  make  me  feel  very  small  and  ephemeral.  Looking  at  the  bright  lights  miles  and  years 
away,  I  feel  shivers  dancing  on  my  spine.  The  stars  allow  no  one  to  forget  time.  Why  wish  on  a 
star,  I  wonder? 

The  stars  we  see  have  long  been  burnt  out  and  are  merely  the  glows  of  stars  which  have  finally 
reached  the  earth,  I  wonder  if  Castor  and  Pellux  are  dead  nowj  everyone  dies.  If  one  wishes  on 
the  darkness,  there  might  be  a  star  lurking  there  which  will  shine  on  progeny. 


Starlight,  starbright. 
Now  buried  in  the  night. 
Your  glow  will  someday. 
Come  into  our  sight. 


O  Star,  why  am  I  here?  Where  am  I?  I  am  lost  in  time  and  space.  The  darkness  blinds  me  and  I 
cannot  see  where  I  am  nor  where  I  am  going.  My  blindness  terrifies  me. 

I  wonder  if  there  is  life  on  other  planets?  Can  those  creatures  see  or  are  they  also  blindfolded? 
There  must  be  a  reason  for  my  existence.  Must  I  wander  as  a  lost  soul  for  my  whole  life? 

The  sun  is  beginning  to  rise  and  the  sky  is  paler.  Soft,  bright  flowers  are  opening  their  petals  to 
the  day.  A  rainbow  frames  the  horizon.  My  heart  and  mind  too  are  filled  with  flowers  and  rainbows. 
The  beauty  of  life  today  will  more  than  make  up  for  its  gloomy  darkness  yesterday.  Amid  this 
beauty,  I  forget  that  I  am  lost. 


On  a  adventure  once 
ther  wus  a  little 
bure  he  wus  woking 
in  the  forest 
and  he  so  a 
gient  kem  a 
laong  and  the 
bure  ran  back 
and  he  wus 
really  skered 
and  he  shut 
the  door 
and  he 

put  his  hands  an 
the  door 
and  he 
neve  went 
woking 
an  agen 


Vicky  Gregory,  Secondary  V 
Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
First  Prize,  Senior  Division 


My  Eldorado  Three  By  Three 


My  Eldorado  seems  to  be 
Chocolate  Rivers  Three  by  Three, 

A  Tootsie  pop  as  big  as  me. 

And  candied  fish  within  the  sea. 

Lying  under  a  chocolate  tree 
A  treasure  box  quite  near  I  seek, 

I  opened  it  up  and  There  I  see 
My  Eldorado  Three  by  Three. 

I  seem  to  like  them  Three  by  Three, 

Yes,  I  seem  to  like  them  Three  by  Three. 


Annabelle  Hallows 
Grade  One 


Caroline  Ross,  Grade  Six 
Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
Honourable  Mention,  Junior  Division 


Queen  of  the  Martians 


One  night,  the  sky  suddenly  grew  dark.  It  was  as  though  someone  had  switched  the  light  off  all 
over  the  city.  Then,  there  were  screams  of  terror,  as  flashing  red  lights  appeared  in  the  sky^.  A 
few  people  fainted;  I  didn't.  I  could  faintly  see  it  by  the  light  of  the  moon.  A  flying-saucer!  I 
said,  under  my  breath.  Then  it  landed.  I  was  very  scared.  Then,  slowly  the  eerie  hatch  opened. 

I  shut  my  eyes;  I  was  too  scared  to  look.  Next,  everyone  ran  away  screaming,  Martians,  martians, 
m3.x*tl3.ns ! 

I  was  so  scared  that  I  couldn't  move.  I  thought  I  was  dreaming,  and  pinched  myself,  but  no,  it 
was  real.  Then,  I  opened  my  eyes  and  said,  "Wowl”  The  sight  that  met  my  eyes  was  this.  (Since 
the  martians  had  pushed  me  inside  their  flying-saucer. ) 

I  saw  the  martians  first,  and  they  were  green  with  freckles  all  over  their  faces.  On  their  bodies 
were  polka-dots,  and  their  hair  was  red  and  it  was  afro-style.  They  also  had  long,  purple  nails. 

Next,  I  saw  one  billion  levers  in  the  saucer.  The  martians  could  speak  English  but  they  had  a  weird 
language  I  had  never  heard  before.  Maybe  Hungarian,  but  I'm  not  sure.  After  they  spoke  to  me 
kindly,  but  not  roughly.  "Would  you  like  to  visit  Mars?"  they  asked  politely.  My  nerves  calmed 
down  after  that  because  I  said  "Yes,  but  please  make  it  short,  because  my  mom  will  worry.  Yes 

ma'am, "  they  said,  and  treated  me  like  a  Queen.  ^  n  . 

Then,  before  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson,  we  landed.  O  high  and  mighty  Queen,  they  said. 

"Man  on  Mars  has  just  begun,  and  we  look  to  your  advice.  We  need  someone  who  has  lived  on  earth 
to  rule  us. "  I  was  proud  and  pleased  to  think  they  wanted  my  advice,  so  I  said  kindly,  ^  Please  show 

me  to  my  throne.  "  And  as  they  were  a  bit  shorter  than  me,  they  looked  at  me  approvingly. 

It  was  fun  telling  them  what  to  do,  but  I  ruled  them  as  best  I  could  for  an  hour,  and  they  at  least 
thought  I  made  good  rules.  First  of  all,  I  taught  them  to  make  candy,  live  peacefully,  and  build 
schools,  though  the  devil  side  of  me  disapproved.  But  anyway  I  used  my  conscience. 

They  thought  me  a  good  Queen,  and  asked  me  to  sign  a  contract,  I  told  them  I  couldn't  rule  days, 
but  I  would  rule  nights  if  they  picked  me  up  in  the  flying-craft.  It  really  was  good  fun,  though  I 
couldn't  tell  anyone.  They  loved  me  dearly,  and  I  loved  them.  I  hoped  when  I  died  they  would  rule 
themselves  properly. 


Caroline  Price,  Grade  Five 
Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Junior  Prize 


Carlotta  Stoker,  Secondary  1 
2-Dimensional  Art  Competition 
First  Prize-  tied.  Junior  Division 


CLOUDS 


HAIKU 


Silently  gliding 


Through  enormous  sunlit  skies 
Creating  figures. 


Wind  blows  over  placid  water 
Ripples  produced  dominate  the  surfac 
Fish  underneath  can  see. 


Tara  Stoker. 


Secondary  III 


Should  We  Go  to  the  Moon 


Moon,  stay  away 

from  here  !  Spinning  across  the  universe 
you  dance  in  our  shadow,  leap  over  our  excrement. 

Only  your  immaculate  soul  can  sing  the  song  of  innocence. 

Sitting  on  the  front  porch  rocking  my  head,  I  listen  to  you. 

Like  soft,  fleshy  clay  I  am  vulnerable  in  the  hands  of 
corruption  --  hands  that  knead  me  until  the  air  has  escaped  my 
deepest  pores.  I  suffocate.  Oh,  to  stand  alone  in  your  crater,  to 
watch  from  a  distance  terrestrial  seas  --  Gaea's  tears  of  agony!  My  own 
earthen  eyes  sting  from  the  fall-out.  Where  is  the  sculptor  who  will  rescue 
me  from  this  putrid  mold? 

Moon,  do  not  let  N.A.S.A.  invade  your  frontiers.  Discard  the  flag. 

Erase  the  footprints.  Blow  Apollo  away. 

You  laugh  in  your  naivete  !  Blind  Moon,  feel  with  your  virginal  fingers  the 
tumult  of  my  home.  Smell  with  your  maidenly  nose  the  stench  of  Life!  Moon,  I  am 
so  ashamed. 

Your  head  reels  through  the  white  blackness  of  space,  while  my  shoes  shuffle 
along  diseased  pavement.  How  do  I  repair  all  the  crevices?  My  cement  has  hardened 
'round  a  blue  heart.  I  can  help  no  one.  I  am  not  the  Leader.  God,  government  --in 
their  obsolescence,  I  have  chosen  you  as  a  model  of  excellence.  Your  perfection  envelops 
me  like  the  flawless  folds  of  Vesta's  lullaby.  My  envy  pulsates.  Moon,  you  have  the  kiss 
of  jaundice. 

I  Can  you  hear?  Destruction's  hillbilly  boots  are  crushing  cans  of  progress.  Caught 

K  in  the  maze  of  advancement,  I  follow  Toffler.  Moon,  he  is  not  the  Theseus  I  am  looking 

B  for.  Fear  plays  knot-games  with  my  gut.  The  forest!  The  forest!  I  must  hide  in  the 

A  forest!  Running,  panting,  grinding  my  bleeding  soles  upon  the  quartz,  I  pull  myself  over 
boulders  and  moss.  The  trees,  my  allies,  bellow  their  encouragement.  The  wind  calls 
each  leaf  to  duty.  Am  I  sheltered  from  the  unknown?  I  hug  myself  in  insecurity.  From 
a  pool  near  my  feet,  you  comfort  me  'til  Dusk  lures  Dawn  from  the  bedclothes.  Why, 
^^B  Moon,  are  you  so  serene?  Perhaps  I  too,  should  cut  off  my  ears  ! 

I  bid  you  drink  the  wine  of  purity  before  Man  turns  it  to  vinegar.  Dance 
while  your  limbs  know  no  obscenities.  Sing  to  me  your  song  of  innocence  and 
paint  white  images  on  my  chaotic  world.  Moon,  I  don't  want  you  to  become  our 
victim.  We  are  a  pernicious  people.  Perfect  Friend,  you  will  not  be  van¬ 
quished  ! 


HAIKU 

Ocean  silently  creepin 
A  perpetual  motion 
Eroding  time. 

Susan  Norsworthy 
Secondary  HI 

Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
Honourable  Mention,  Senior  Division 


Jo-Anne  Velin,  Secondary  V 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Second  Prize,  Senior  Division 


FACES 


Though  people  may  laugh 
And  bear  good-natured  grins 
The  face  is  but  a  mask. 


Mary-Anne  Kavanagh 
Rosemary  Whitehead 
Secondary  III 


The  Mystery  Animal 


It  was  a  crispj  cool  autumn  day  with  birds  singing  happily  and  chipmunks  scolding.  Canada 
geese  were  drinking  at  the  edge  of  a  sandy  lake.  The  reflection  of  the  sky  in  the  lake  was  blue  and 
clear  with  puffy  white  clouds  hurrying  across  it.  Suddenly  the  peace  was  shattered  by  a  loud  "bang' 
There  was  complete  silence  and  then  all  at  once  a  frantic  honking  and  fluttering  of  many  wings  as 
the  Canada  geese  all  rose  above  the  water  in  alarm  and  flew  aimlessly  about  over  the  beach.  Then 
they  all  landed  and  started  to  drink  again.  What  had  caused  the  sudden  "bang"  and  the  rumpus? 

All  that  was  left  was  a  few  feathers,  some  blood,  and  some  large  oval  tracks  in  the  sand.  What 
mysterious  animal  did  these  tracks  belong  to? 


The  wind  howled  and  the  snow  whipped  through  the  bare  branches  of  the  trees  in  the  forest.  The 
forest  animals  huddled  closer  together  in  fear  of  the  storm.  Or  was  it?  Down  below  the  trees  was 
a  large  metal  contraption  with  sinister  teeth.  And  being  held  by  these  teeth  was  a  suffering  young 
mink  whose  bloody  and  torn  leg  was  caught  and  held  fast  by  the  teeth.  The  mink  was  writhing  in 
pain  as  it  tried  in  vain  to  free  its  leg  from  the  jaws  that  held  it  unmercifully.  All  around  the  bloody 
snow  were  tracks  alien  to  the  tracks  of  the  forest  animals.  They  were  big  and  oval  and  sunk  deeply 
into  the  snow  around  the  helpless  mink.  What  mysterious  animal  did  these  tracks  belong  to? 


The  sun  beat  down  on  the  African  grasslands.  The  air  was  hot  and  humid  after  a  heavy  rainfall 
the  day  before.  The  mud  was  starting  to  dry  up  in  places  and  the  tall  grass  and  vegetable  matter 
looked  green  and  refreshed.  But  amid  this  happy,  healthy  scene  was  a  dead  elephant,  lying  with 
its  hind  quarters  in  the  mud.  There  were  three  large  holes  in  the  elephant's  head,  around  which 
blood  had  dried  in  the  sun.  On  the  grass  there  was  blood  as  well.  Where  the  elephant's  long  tusks 
should  have  been,  there  were  only  stumps.  Beside  the  dead  elephant  stood  a  small  baby  elephant 
looking  at  its  dead  parent.  The  baby  elephant  was  weak  with  thirst  and  hunger  and  could  not  live 
long.  All  around  the  elephants  were  large  oval  tracks.  These  were  not  the  tracks  of  any  grassland 
animal,  but  some  other  strange,  unwanted  animal  who  had  no  right  to  roam  the  grasslands  killing 
these  helpless  animals.  What  mysterious  animal  did  these  tracks  belong  to? 

Are  YOU  the  guilty  one? 

These  tracks  belong  to  man,  and  always  will.  His  cruel  and  irrational  actions  take  their  toll  on 
many  species  of  animals.  Innocent  creatures  are  tortured  and  killed  just  for  man  alone.  Why? 


PLEASE  HELP  THE  ANIMALS  AS 
THEY  CAN'T  HELP  THEMSELVES. 


Willa  Stevenson,  Secondary  I 
Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Middle  School  Prize  -  tied 


My  favourite  pet  is  a  giraffe  and  I  feed  him 
yogurt  and  he  eats  peanut  butter  sandwiches. 


Stephanie  Nobbs 
Grade  One 


WHEN  I  CLOSE  MY  EYES 


When  I  close  my  eyes  I  hear  man  talking  and 
whispering.  But  in  the  night  I  hear  barking  and 
if  you  go  to  your  country  you  mit  hear  owl  make 
their  noise  and  ol  animals  can  make  their  noise. 


Nicky  Harrison 
Grade  One 


A  Word  to  the  Wise 


A  portion  of  a  letter  from  a  Blackfoot  Indian  to  his  eldest  son. 


.  .  .  Do  not  look  to  the  east,  my  son,  but  look  to  the  west  where  your  fathers  lived,  hunted,  wor¬ 
shipped  and  died  for  many  moons  until  now.  It  is  true  that  all  of  the  land  is  surrounded  by  great 
bodies  of  water.  If  water  surrounds  all  land,  then  it  is  that  same  water  that  nourished  us  all.  My 
father  spoke  these  words  unto  me,  yet  still  I  could  not  accept  them.  I  saw  the  pale  face  man  occupy 
the  great  prairie.  I  watched  them  kill  off  hundreds  upon  thousands  of  my  own  people.  I  hated  them 
for  it.  I  searched  for  a  way  to  revenge  upon  them  for  what  they  had  done.  So  the  air  grew  cold  bet¬ 
ween  the  pale  faced  man  and  myself.  My  father,  chief  of  the  Pikuni,  died  while  defending  his  people 
and  territory  from  this  great  one. 

The  air  grew  colder.  I  walked  alone  in  my  own  foolishness.  I  turned  myself  to  the  setting  sun, 
and  began  to  walk  blindly  into  my  own  path.  Yet,  blindness  can  have  a  great  sight.  It  is  moving 
without  knowing  what  we  are  that  makes  us  so  sad. 

When  my  people  began  to  trade  with  the  white  man,  I  realized  I  was  not  grieving  for  my  father 
or  my  people,  I  was  grieving  for  myself.  I  left  my  people  so  that  I  may  find  myself  again  and 
when  I  returned  I  found  that  I  had  learned  something.  I  did  not  find  myself  as  I  was  running  finding 
a  place  to  hide  or  sitting  thinking  how  I  could  kill  the  next  white  man  whom  I  came  upon. 

But  as  I  sat  still  not  uttering  a  solitary  word  I  found  myself  again.  In  that  stillness,  that  long 
stillness,  I  searched  just  for  myself.  I  found  wonderful  new  things  as  I  sat  still.  New  worlds,  new 
stars,  new  fires,  and  they  were  all  inside  me. 

Forty-five  winters  have  passed  since  that  night.  So  my  son,  walk  your  own  path.  Life  was  not 
given  to  you  so  that  you  could  walk  mine.  Yes,  walk  your  own  path.  Look  not  only  to  the  land  of 
the  west,  but  to  the  lands  far  to  the  north,  south  and  even  east.  But  first  find  yourself  before  you 
seek  your  direction.  .  . 


Nina  Wall,  Secondary  II 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 

Middle  School  Prize  -  tied 


THE  HIPPOPOTAMUS 

Down,  down  by  the  river  side. 

The  Hippopotamus  goes  for  a  ride. 

Up  on  a  wave  the  Hippo  totters, 
Down  again,  down  again 
Under  the  waters. 


Wendy  Harper 
Grade  Four 


WEED 


Push. 

Out  popped  a  weed. 

Her  mind  was  on 
The  long  summer  days. 
And  her  body  was  in 
A  junk  pile. 

I  have  pity 
For  a  weed 
Without  a  future. 


Jo-Anne  Velin,  Secondary  V 
2-Dimensional  Art  Competition 
First  Prize,  Senior  Division 


Alexandra  Gillespie,  Grade  Four 
Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
First  Prize  -  tied.  Junior  Division 


Carole  Macdonald,  Secondary  IV 
3 -Dimensional  Art  Competition 
Honourable  Mention,  Senior  Division 


MEMORIAL 

The  change  of  the  seasons  is  an  endless 
process.  Spring  grows  into  summer;  summer 
wanes  into  autumn;  autumn  fades  into  winter; 
and  winter  lightens  into  spring;  over  and  over 
for  ever. 

So  too,  the  years  of  my  life  pass;  a  gener¬ 
ation  of  bright  young  faces  were  here  and  gone, 
following  one  another  endlessly.  But  to  my¬ 
self,  these  years  of  my  life  are  not  merely  a 
part  of  an  infinite  progression.  They  are 
meaningful  and  precious.  Each  spring, 
summer,  fall  and  winter  a  person  and  each 
season  is  remembered  with  a  separate 
poignancy.  So  for  now,  I  say  goodbye,  maybe 
for  life,  or  maybe  for  a  few  days.  May  God 
bless  you  all. 

Hilary  Bedford,  Secondary  H 
Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
First  Prize  -  Senior  Division 


NOT  SHOWN: 

3 -Dimensional  Art  Competition 
Senior  Prize:  Gigi  Kippen,  Secondary  II 
Junior  Prize:  Nicola  Grant,  Grade  Five 

and  Wendy  Harper,  Grade  Four 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Senior  Honourable  Mentions: 

Susan  Norsworthy,  Secondary  III 
Elspeth  Paterson,  Secondary  HI 


THE  SUN-GOD'S  CHARIOT 

As  he  mounts  the  milky  way 
His  horses  crumble  it  away. 

The  starry  curtains  part  and  fold 
To  reveal  a  chariot  of  gold. 

He  holds  the  sun's  rays  for  his  reins. 

And  his  horses  flash  their  golden  manes. 

Down  upon  the  earth  below 

The  flowers  open  and  start  to  grow. 

The  sunflowers  bow  their  heads  before  him 
His  horses  strain  at  every  limb 
But  the  tingling  heat  drives  them  forwards 
Pulling  at  their  shimmering  cords. 

At  noon  the  Sun-God  gives  them  a  rest. 

He  feels  that  they  have  done  their  best. 

As  the  sun  slips  down  into  the  fountain 
He  throws  a  golden  glow  over  the  mountain. 

"Flowers,  don't  hang  your  heads  in  sorrow. 
I  will  be  back  again  tomorrow.  " 

Nicola  Grant,  Grade  Five 
Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
First  Prize,  Junior  Division 


Kathy  Goddard,  Secondary  I 
3-Dimensional  Art  Competition 
Honourable  Mention,  Junior  Division 


I 

) 

I 


S.O.G.  A. 


MARRIAGES 

Joan  Thornton  to  Mr.  Malcolm  Edward  McLeod 
Jane  Stikeman  to  Mr.  Thomas  Archer  Ekers 
Barbara  (Taylor)  Tressider  to  Mr.  William  Goss 
Wendy  Hampson  to  Mr.  Alfred  Graham  Lowe 
Virginia  Morse  to  Mr.  Robert  Edward  Stead 
Diana  Harrison  to  Mr.  John  Weatherall 
Debby  Dixon  to  Mr.  Ralph  T.R.  Leavitt 


BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gavin  Wyllie  (Joan  Johnson)  -  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  Musty  (Sherill  Nelson)  -  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Anthony  John  Harrison  (Mary  Joseph)  -  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pierre  Moreau  (Mary  Bone)  -  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stephen  Carr  (Derry  McLernon)  -  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Tutsch  (Joy  Thompson)  -  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Hebert  (Mary  Pat  Stephens)  -  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Murray  Bouchette  (Jane  Eversfield)  -  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Westreich  (Randy  Wohl)  -  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jan  Kuilman  (Diana  Mackay)  -  a  daughter 


DEATHS 

Miss  Mary  Grace  Harvey  on  July  9,  1975,  at  Montreal 
Miss  Sandra  Lingard  on  August  9,  1975,  at  Montreal 

Mrs.  Angus  Gilday  (Rose  Robertson)  on  September  5,  1975,  at  Montreal 
Miss  Frances  Estelle  Holland  on  November  1,  1975,  at  Montreal 


In  Memoriam 


Mary  G.  Harvey 


Miss  Mary  G.  Harvey  was  born  in  England,  educated  in  New  Brunswick,  received 
her  B.A.  from  McGill  University  and  her  M,A.  from  Radcliffe.  Before  coming  to 
The  Study  as  Headmistress  in  1935  she  taught  English  at  Bishop  Strachan  School  in 
Toronto  and  was  head  of  Staff  at  Rosemary  Hall  in  Connecticut. 

Miss  Harvey  loved  teaching,  took  a  great  deal  of  pride  in  the  accomplishments  of 
her  students  and  went  to  great  lengths  to  see  them  reach  their  potential  not  only  as 
scholars  but  as  young  women  prepared  to  meet  the  challenges  of  the  modern  world. 
Study  girls  learned  to  cope  with  responsibility  by  Miss  Harvey's  introduction  of  the 
elected  school  officials.  Her  deep  devotion  was  not  only  to  her  students  but  to  her 
staff,  as  during  her  tenure  the  teacher's  pension  fund  was  established. 

Miss  Harvey  retired  from  The  Study  in  195  2  after  many  years  of  giving  of  herself 
for  the  school,  its  students  and  staff.  Her  devotion  towards  her  profession  extended 
beyond  her  retirement  from  The  Study.  She  volunteered  her  services  to  teach  the 
children  at  the  Alexandra  Hospital  until  the  time  of  her  passing.  She  touched  the  lives 
of  many  and  will  always  be  fondly  remembered. 


MPiiio*.  intor 'collo(|l 
pro** 


